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Monday now I am here. The air certainly does me
good; I feel quite different already. It is so stim-
ulating, however, that it is not good for sleeping;
one sleeps very lightly, and without becoming suffi-
ciently unconscious, and one wakes very early in the
morning.
This will reach you on the last day but one'of my
party's stay with you. How good you have been to
all of us! This place would be too cruelly cold for
Fanny Lucy. I must bring her here, but it must be
in August. You, however, would enjoy it now, and
I continually think how I should like to have you
with me. The charm of the great mountains is in-
describable when the mist lifts; to see, instead of
t|te outline of Fairfield, a snowy serrated line of
some 12,000 feet high makes all comparison impos-
sible. On Monday we had a wet morning but beau-
tiful afternoon; I told Eanny Lucy of my walk that
afternoon. Yesterday was a simply perfect day.
I started about half-past ten up the road over the
Bernina pass to Tirano and Italy, and turned off it
to the Morteratsch glacier, which comes down from
the great Piz Bernina itself. I lunched at the
little inn at the foot of the glacier, and then made
my way up by a mountain path to a point called
the Signal, and thence along the mountain side
to the Boval hut, the place where those who ascend
the Bernina, or one of the mountains round him,
sleep before they begin the ascent. It was worth
coming abroad merely for this afternoon walk, high
on the mountain side, with the great glacier; below
running up to the great snow-vestecl sweep of the